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GHOSTS.
Tweive by the chime; from idie dreams awak-
I trim my lamp and mount the creaking
The shﬁ%ﬁ through the carven arches shuk-
Heem mocking pbantoms that pursue me
there.

The faded portraits in the lamp-light's gla-

maour
Look down with cold, Inquisitorial paze:
The sculptured busts, the knights fu rusted

armor,
i Loom lurge against the window's pletured
maze.

Thick dust falls from the timeworn, tattered
hangings,
=Thick dust lics on the tessellnted floor;
My step sounds Joud, the doors scpulehral
clangings
RHoll far slong the gusty ccrridor.

Ab me! amid my dwelling's desolat’on
1t seems some fable that my bra n recalls,
* That once n glad and gallant generation
Loved, lnugbed and feasied o thoese lonely
halis.

FEllent the voice of song, and hushed the
Inughter,
Cheeriess and cold the empty banguet-room;
The splder weaves in gilded gro o and rafter,
The ehrill wind whi k gh the vaulted
wloom.

#Wanished these dear ones, by what hidden
highways,
In what far regions, o'cr what stormy
waves,
1 know not. nor in what oblivicrus bywavs
The sere grass siyhs above itbheir numneless
ETRVOS.
And yet, rs If my soul's imperious longing
Were as a spell unspoken yet supreme.
Pale shinves seem throogh the bollow dark.

neas thronnng,
\ Like thos: wan visitants which baunt a
dream. .

They gather round me in the ailont
Like clouds across the wuning twilight

blown,
TiN all the room Is Alled with Aickering faces
And hovering hands that reach to wring my
owi.

With friendlv greoting and familiar gesture,
Wearing the lorm snd feature that they

wore
When youth and beauty elothed them llke &
vesture,
They come, the unforgotten ones of yore,

On ckock and hrow T feel thelr ehill earesses,
Like cold, faint airs of sutumns long ugo;

T henr the s ghing of their ghostly tnesses,
The trailing of thelr garmouts to and 1ro.

Tp from the gulfs of time, the blind abysses,
o rudian® phantoms of thoe past arise,
Aod brng agnin the perfume of their Kisses,
The poeril and the splendor of their cyes.

Dut ml:l |-1hrlr lips, they breathe no warm af-
eetion,
And eold their breasts ns frozen shapes of
W
Their luminous eyes are but a vague refloe-

in the jee-b d stream be-

] tion,
. stray starb
low.

*Tis well; nay, If by spell or Incantntion
The loved and lost 1 m ght memin bebold,
Breathineg nnd wurm in youth's bright inear-

nallon,
And giowing with the loveliness of ala,

Thut word 1 would withhoid, for thelr sakes
only;
Enra::gml and changed s in & haggard
m.

rea
Time-tossed and  tempest-beaten, old and
onely,
‘Totheir young cyes what spectors we should

SO,
~thurles L. Hildreth, in Lippineoti's Maga-

Zine.

A TWILIGHT SONG.

It Brought Together Wagner and
His Dear Friend.

The suliry June day was wearing
on.  ‘The heat was unusual for an En-
glish summer, and it seemed to rest
upon every thing like a palpable
weizht. Even the elamorous London
sparrows were silenced by it. The
noise of wheels grinding on the stone
pavements, when some provision-cart
stopped at a neighboring back-door,
seemed an impertinence to the hot
stillness. To live at all, Hans Breydel

thought, demanded more energy than |3y

fate had left him. He lay on a low couch
in his *‘threc-story-back room, and
panted restlessly with the heat. Six
years in England had not cured him
of his German expletives.

*Ach Himmel!” he groaned. «I
grill! I stifle!”

Instantly his danghter eame to his
gide. Minna Breydel was just six-
teen.  To her, England seemed home,
for she came there a child of ten, just
after the death of her mother, and she
had grown into her sweet girthood in
ahe smoky air of the heart of London.
Blie was a girl whe made you think
of a white lily—so slender was she
and so fair—with her blue ecyes, and
her wealth of yellow hair, and the pale
face, to which any sudden emotion
called a tlitting pink color as delicate as
the tmt of the apple-blossom. She had
no friends, except her father. Herlife
had been passed in London lodgings
of the humbler sort, and her father
had been parent, teacher and ¢ ompan-
1on, all in one. Hans Bevdel was a
disappointed man. He had fancied
himself a musical genius long ago, and
in his youth he had been a friend of
Richard Wagmer, and had hoped and
dreamed and s<pired with him. But
either fate had been against Hans Brey-
del. or he had been mistaken in hisear-
Iy belief in himself.

Even in his own Germany he had
acheved no shining suecess, though he
was happy there, with the wife of his
youth and his love. But when she
the quiet scenes among which
they had lived together became insup-
g;tuble to him. The old longing of

is bovhood for a wider and more stir-
ring life him again, and he
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:' 3"” e e t‘l::m of things

over
'fenml exclamation sum-
moned her to his side.

“What should she do—what could
she do?” she had been asking herself.
Her one sole accomplishment was to
sing, and she had never sung as yet
for any one but her father. Her voice
was not strong enough to sing in pub-
lie, he had always said. In truth, he
had been too. jealously careful of his
delicate blossom of a girl ever to con-
template for her a fate which would
compel her to strogzgle with the world.
He had trained her very thoroughly.

however, vaguely thinking that *if the |
worst came to the worst, she cmll-tfi
“*Or something

tesch or somethiag.™
18 the stronghold of dreamers, but dur-
ing those last three months it had
seemed but a desperate refuge to Hans
Bresdel. And yet he did not guess

tiat already “the worst” was at his |

door. That very moruing the landlady
had called Minna out, and ssked for
the last month’s rent, which there was
no maney to pay.

1 don't want to be hae™ “he wom-
and said, “and you've aiways paid
punctaal up to now. I'll wait a week

with the oldloves and hopes and am-
biions. She came back to him
her far-off pl2ce—the gentle wifio he had
loved so long sad well, and who
been gone from him for so many silent
years. He forgot the changes and dis-
intments of the empty years since,
and dreamed the old dreams Mean-
time, Minna dreamed also, sitting be-
side him; dreamed her young dream
of to-day; l;ow shed\{m;ld ‘inﬁga to some
urpose,at last. and how perhaps some
];:anagor would bear her—she had
heard of Rachel—and she would be
chosen of fortune and beloved of fate
in the future; but, first of all, she
would be ahle to help, in the presenr.
this dear father of hers, and turm the
dsrk days bright.

And so the hours wore on, ard nizht
drew nigh. She gave her father some
beef-tea. #and for her own supper she
made a bit of bread do duty. And at
jast the twilight fell—the long summer
twilight, that always seews so much
longer in London than anywhere else.
And seeing her father drewsily in-
clined, she asked kim if she mizht go
out for abreath of fresh air. Had ne
been less sleepy he would have beea
surprised at this so unusual request;

or two longer, but more than that I|but as it was he gave his consent, and,
can not say. I'm a poor woman, 28| having exacted a parting promise from

lives by her lodrers.”

the landiady to look after him now

#Oh, I'll get some moncy, some- and then, Minna Breydel started out

how,” Minna answered: and then she
had come back into the room with her

| to test, for the first time, the uncertain
| humor of the world. Once out of the

father, and sat at the window wateh- | door, her heart began to fu# her. How
ing the hot, sieeping children in the | should she, how chuld she, raise her

back strect below; watching them, yet
taking no sense of any thing, beaet by
the one awful question: What eould she
do to keep a roof over their heads—to
give her father food and care until he
should get betier?

The glaring sunlight shone down on
the heat-stricken, listless worid. It
seemed to shrivel up all hopes, all illu-
gions; to force her to contempiate the
bare and terrible facts of life. Where
shonld she turn for aid or eounsel?
Her haffled thoughts seemed to go u
and down parposeless on the wretched
treadmill of her anxious questioning,
till her father's exclumation broke tha
evil spell, and she hastened to him,
glad of the interruption.  She took up
u fan and waved it to and fro, but that
seemed only to make the musician
nerveus.

*Sit down,”" he said; *sit down,
dear heart, and sing. It may help me
to forget the heat  And I want :
set what you ean do."

The girl obeyed. Her fresh young
voice rose on the heavy, heated air;
a soaring voice, elear and sweset, con-
quering for the moment her father'slist-
lessness and diseomfort.

“ Lieber Gott,” he eried,, **hear her!
It is a voice of sitver. Yes, she shall
sing herself into the heart of the world,
and it shall be good to her, but not
yet—not yet.  Sine vet once more the
song that mine old friend wrote for me,
He is a great man now, that Richard
Wagner, who loved me and whom I
loved in the far old days. Sing that
song he wrote that day when, in the
Black Forest, we had been glad togeth-
er, he and L and had talked about the
future, which we thought would be all
of sucecss and of glory—the song that
he ;mt our hopes and our dreasus into
—sing.

A sudden thought flashed into Min-
na's anxious heart—a hope so sudden

| hor

voice to sing—she, who had grown u
in the shade, and had never, in all hee
life, sung for any other listener than
father? But from the very
thought of that father she must gath-
er courage. What joy it would ﬂto
help him!

Some impulse urged her to get guite
away from hom:.g and be;ﬁ:dq the

probability of meeting any familiar
aces before she besan. She wan-

l dered on and on, matil she came near
P | Kensington Gardens. Onee or twiece
| she was about to lift up her voice, and

was deterred by some gaze which
seemed to her curious or impertinent.
She paused, at length. before a pleas-
ant house where were frequent musieal
gatherings in a quiet street of Kensing-
ton. The drawing-room windows were
open, and their soft, white curfuains
stirred with the soft breath of the
evening. Who might be behind thase

10 | curtaing? What fate for her did they
| vail?

A star had risen and Inoked down st
her from the far-off summer sky—her
star, she thought, shining with hope.
They must be music-lovers in the
house, for some one struck, with the
touch of & master, a few chords on a
piano, as if to illnstrate something thst
was sail With the sound Minna's
courage rose, and she Lroke the follow-
ing silence with an uncertain note.

Then her voice grew stronger, and she
sang:

* Why weep yeby thetide, ladie?

Why weep ve by the tide?

Il wed ye to me Foungest son,
And ye sall be his briae;

And ye gall be his bride, ludie,
Ene comely to be seen—

But nyoe she oot the (ears down fa'
For Juck ot Hazeldean,”

The tender sweetuess of her voiee

soeraed like a part of the gentle ausk.

The low wind stirring the leaves, the
cloud-like white wings searcely mov-
ing across the blue, the faint broath of

that it almost made her broathless. A | the dew-wet roses, all belonged to her,

door seemed to open all at onee.

and she and they wereasone.  Behind

* Father," she said, *he is in Lon- | the white eurtains two men listensd—

don, even now. Let me go to him!

He loved you once; he will help vou|

now."

** Help!” Hans Breydel eried, hot-

Iy, raising himself in his bed as he
spoke. *Help! [will have none of
his help.  We will help ourselves and
each other. Shall I, who walked in
the old days by Richard Wagner's
side. grovel at’his feet now; I, who
have fiiled, at his fect. who has sue-
ceeded? Not so; notso; but sing me
yel once more his song, my bheart's
inna,
And Minna sang. The clear, sweet
voice uttered its cry of music, and one
stamding outside the door heard.
Whon the song was over, lir. Green-
field, who had been_Jistenine to it from
without, came in, and made his visit
to Hans Breydel. When he lefe. he
beckoned Minna out, and spoke to her
in the entry,

*He will never get well in this
place.” he said. gravely. ** He needs
to be taken out of this hot air, this
close little room. He needs a change;
sea air, good food, all sorts of things
that he lacks here.”

And at that, Minna cried out, im-
patiently:

“Why not say he needs a dukedom,
apalace? There is as much chanee of
it as of what yon say he must have.”

*Yet it mnst be had, somehow.
That voice of yours ought to help. 1
don’t quite see the way yet; I must
think. 1 shall come again to-morrow.”

When he had zone down staips.
Minna Brevdel returned to  her
thoughts. He had said that voice of
hers ought to do something. At any
rate, it was their only hope. What
could she do® Sho could not get
scholars in & moment, eud if she had
them, how could she leave her fathdr
untended while she tanght them?
And yet she must, must do something.

There was no hope of even a roof
over their heads for more than a week
to come, and food—how long conid
they exist on the single halt-crown in
her parse, to say nothing of the inxu-
rics her father's state demanded? Jast

were what Dr. Greenfield thought, it
might be that some k nd people would
to hear, she might at
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good comrades, who had been talking
together of pleasant plans and pleasant
meiories.

**Hark!" ericd one of them. “That
voice—how beautiful! It is the soul of
the twilicht "

And then both men listened quietly
till the song was over. There was a
moment’s silence—and then, moved
by a sudden impulse, the girl ba-
gan to sing that other song which
Richard Wagner had written for
her father—that song “‘of wonder and
hope," full of present joy and future
promise. Soft as love itselfl the voice
urose—strong as hope it elimbed
toward heaven. The men heard it
and one of them—the one who had
spoken  before—reached out and
eris his comrade's hand.

*- Listen! listen!"" he whispered, and
the two seemed hardly to breathe until
the song was over. Then suddenly the
elder of the two sprang from his seat,
almost threw himself down the stairs
in his hurry, and stood before Minna
Breydel

“Who are yon?" he eried. *'1 wrote
that song—I! It was printed never.
It was my"gift to my heart’s friend,
when we were vounz together. Who
are you—who !’

“Minna Breydel," the girl answered,
gently,

: ;';_\Ild your father—bhe is Hans Brey-
ek

“And I, girl, I am his friend of
youth—I am Richard Wagner. [ made
the song that von have sung—L 1
have lost him for many vearsi—my
friond of youth. Is he, perhaps,
dead? Why are you here—yon alone
—singing the song of vonth and of
Jove—the song that was sacred to him
and me—in the streets of London?
Ach Himmel! he is dead.”

“No, but he is ili—hus beon ill long
—ill and poor; and we had no more
any money, and I came out to sing, in
the hope that some one might find
pleasure in my voice. And 1 sang that
song because it was the song of friend-
siaip, and my father loves it—he and [
love it—beyond all songs in the
world.”

~He is ill—he suffers? Dear chiid,
take me to him, and now!™

And the great musician ealled a

cab. Up-stairs he went, for

is hat and a word of explanation to
his friend; and then, in the sp:es of a
monunt, a8 it seemed, he and Minns
were u their way.

»Have you come at length and
Inst?’ be cried "Anh.ntlhn..:
should have

from the door-way. Ax

s Breydel, kmm‘;;,on nic :io.t.#“
there burst a ery of welcome
from the sick man's lipa

“Richard, is it thou—thou!™ and
then, in 3 sterner voice, “but she has
disobeyed me. 1 forbade ber to seck
thee.”

*And she obeyed. She sought me
not. She can not be blamed. Sue but
sang under mv window, Enowing not
that it was mine, the old sonz of youth
and hope and love--the song 1 gave
thee wihen we had wandered and
dreamed and becn happy torether in
the Bluck Forest, in the long-azo time.
And 1 rem:mbered the old days, and |
went down the stair, and found her on
the pavement., with her face like the
moonlight, and ber voice that | think
must be like the songs of Heaven: and
1 asked how the song I had given thee
could be on her lips, and she told me
it all, and here am I, richerin that I
have found again my old friend than in
all else I have gained in London. ls
the heartin thee unchanged for me,
also, Hans Brovdel?™

And throngh the darkness the weak
hand of Hans Breydel reached, und the
strong hand of Richard Waguner clasped
and held jt, and the two friends were
one again. as in the days of love and
hope ard youth of which the song had
sung. And the rest follows, as a mnt-
ue of course. The highest, dearest
right of love is to heip the beloved;
and Richard Wagner claimed that
right. On the shore of the North Sea,
across which German eyes ean look
from Fngland towards the Fatherland,
Hans Brevdel spent the August and
September days. And was it the breath
of the sca, or the breath of hope that
breathed into him new life? At any
rate he grew well again. And when
the world went back to town. and ¢n-
tertainments for the winter bezan, it
was not hard tor him whom Richard
Wagner recommended, and who was
Richard Wagner's friend, to get sucha
position as he had never hetd before,

Thus eame prosperity to the violin-
ist and his daughter—prosperity, and
the falfilment of long-delayed hope—
and to-day. if yon go to onv of the
prettiest homes in London, whera
Minna reigns as wife and mother, and
Hans Breydel lignres as prond grand-
father, you will see—in ithe place of
honor over the mantel-picee—richly
framed, the song that Richard Wagner
wrote, that Minna Breydel sane, and
before it. always, n glass of fresh pan-
sies, the flowers of remembrance: since
now the great musician has gone on—
where the singers are immortal, and
the temples are not made with hands.
—Mrs. Lonise Choandler Moullon, ir
Youth's Companion.
—

CURRENT FASHIONE.

Pretty Things In the Way of Dreas, Mil-

‘Hnery and easing Koickknacks.

In the arrangement of the hair, the
Spanish style is coming much in
vogue, with Andalusinn knots and
pins.

Traveling pillows in red moroeco
are among the novelties of the season.
They are delightfuily soft and com-
fortable.

In capotes. colored silk Iace is the
latest novelty, with silk lining, bead
embroidery and just a tiny cluster of
soft, downlike feathers.

The preforenee is still for a made
bow of velvet in place of tied strings
for bonnets. Itis now worn slightly
lurger and wider. For tied bonnet
strings, two sets of ribbon an inch
wide, velvet and faille, are used.

Kound boas, made in any of the
long. fluffy furs, are very fashionable.
Three yards and a half is an avera
and popular length for a boa, hut the
length is altozether a matter of taste,
some ladies wearing them to reach
quite to the feet.

A new notion for photographs con-
sists in a photo-albnm arranged on a
stand o that two sides made in nickel
silver draw out and support the albem
when open without disturbing all its
surroundings. A pretty example of
this is made in dark red calf painted
with groups of swallows,

Plastrons are more fashionable than
ever; the fronts of the bodice are either
plain plaited; they remain open shawl
fashion to show the plastron, and are
crosseil over at the waist line. The
plastron is either of silk or of some fan-
cy muterial which is also used in the
trimming of the dress

The shape of riding habits does not
change much; still, a new style is in-
troduced now and tken, and we have.
therefore, to mention the habit with
bodice, much in the shape of a gentle-
man’s dress-conl, open over a white
vest or plastron, with a gentleman’s
collar and cravat. This bodice shonld
be a perfeel fit; it has a small postilion
basque at the back. For hunting, the
habit is completed by a leather belt and
strap for the rifle. The <kirt is much
shorter than it used to be, only just
covering the feet in front. but looped
behind. The hat is a low-crowned
gentleman’s hat, with gauze scard
twisted around the brim.

An elegant eveninz-toilet is of moss-
green French faille, put onin full gath-
ers at the back so s to form a pufi.
Tablier of ivory-white lace, draped up
on the right side and falling in an am-
ple quilling down to the edge of the
skirt: on the left it falls in bias plaits.
Bodiee of moss-green plush, open in
the shape of & heart in front, with nar-
row revers, and trimmed with a Iace
drapery commencing from the shoul-
ders, fastened with a rose in the mid-
dle of the breast, and thenee dra
acroeg (o the left hip, where it ix lost
under the bodice. There arenosleeves
to this bodice, but only a bow of moss-

’hille on the left shoulder.—XN.

An Heir to Millions.

Bagley—Say 5o more, Aarelia, I
forbid the match. Young Spriggs

may be s gentleman, but he is poor.
.ﬁ:lit—lnhkm;fﬂoldn
to estate 1
i .p-tﬂu“ sixty-four
Nothaing of the sort, girl, be is de-
L pa, ’'m sure he told me that
he mdhhmu
defend the will. " — Pl Call.

FLOWER LORE.

Wew the ofn
S e S
I To this day the flower lore of Europe
remains strongly associated with Chris-
tisn mythology, and from the way
flowers mixed themselves witk. lez nds
of the Virgin or St. Joha the Baptist
we may leara how, in an eaclier epoch,
they entered into the stories of Zeus,
Hercules, Indra or Osiris. As the
caronb bean came to be called St
John’s bread, gooseberries his grapes,
and the wormwood his girdle, 8o in the
Vedas, one plant is known as Indra's
food, and another as his deink. Just
as in Roman times nuomberless
lants were named after Hercales,
it would be ditfienit to enumer-
ate all the rlnnu whieh elaimed to
be Our Lady's tears, her tresses, her
mantle, or her smock. Thus does the
general philosophy of 4 people tend to
maprint itself on the common ser-
rounidings of life. In the flax fields of
Flanders grows a plant called the rood-

iselken. the rel spots on whose bright

sen leaves betoken the blood which
¢ll on it from the cross, and which no
sabsequent rain or snow has ever yet
been able to erase. In Palestine the same
aecount is given of the colors of the
red ancemone, and in Cheshire of the
spots on the orchis maculata. Thecrown
of thorns has in Germany given to the
holly (holy tree) the name of Christdorn,
while in France it has caused the haw-
thorn to be called the noble thorn,™
(Fepizie noble,) and in Italy it has been
nssociated with the barberry. Catholie
fancy believed that the St. John's wort
showed red spota on the anniversary of
the beheading of tho Baptist. and per-
eeived in the ion flower of Pern the
resemblance of nails. In the same way
the Turks sce in the geranium a mallow
that was touched by the garments of
Mohammed, while the Chinese sea in
tea leaves the evelids of a pious hermit,
who, to resist his imelination to sleep.
sat thom off in despair and threw
them away. There is, however. a
rather remarkable monotony in the
poetical fancies about flowers to
which their various peculiarities have
given rise. White flowers, as n rale,
spring from tears, red ones from
blushes or from blood. Thus in Bion's
[dyl, anemones represent the tears shod
by Venus for Adonis, while lilies-of-the
mllcf' are in France the Vierin's tears.
Catallus has it that the rose is red
from blushing for the wound it inflicted
om the foot of Venus as she hastened
to help Adonis: bnt, according to Her-
rick, roses lost their whiteness when
after hoing worstil in a comparison of
their whitengss with that of Sappho’s
breast, they blushed and *lirst came
rel.™  Soin Ovid, the fruit of the mul-
berry was originally white, till, after
witnessihg beneath it the sad suicide of
Pyramus and Thisbe, it blushed for
shame forever. In (Germany the heath
owes ita color to tha blood of the
heathen slain in the sangninary con-
versions of Charlemagne; the inhabi-
tants of the uncultivated fields, where
the heath (keide) grew, coming to be
called heathon, (heide,) much as in
Sonth Europe the inhabitants of the
villages remote from the influence of
the church cams to be ealisd pagans
from pagus, a villaze; so that our word
heathen appears to bz a derivative
from onr word heath. —Genlleman's
Magarine.

VALUé OF ACTIVITY.

fhe Effects of Idiensss Tpan the Con-
dition of Young Wonmen.

Wholesome regular occupation of
some sort is a necessity. You ean not
afford to be idle. Physically you can
not afford it. Not while you are a
creature of flesh and blood e¢an you
escape the law that activity means
growth and health, aud that idleness
means deterioration.

In the mere matier of beauty idloness
is & loss s truly as excessive drudgery.
The erect, dignified carciage, the firm,
elastic step, the well-ronnded arm, are
not to be won by days passed on the
sofa or hammock with 3 novel in the
hand; nor are the maiden bloom, the
clear, fresh complexion, the modest,
thoughtful. yot animated glance, to be
kept amid date hours in heated rooms
and exciting pleasures.

Idleness invariably gives rise to a
craving for excitement which may
drive away the canui which is its pen-
alty. DBut excitement persistently fol-
lowed is the source of all manner of
nervous disorders, resuiting at last
in the production of the languid. ner-
vous, hysterical creature, into which
the gay young woman so often dogen-
erates,

This eraving for excitement is a pres-
alent characteristic of the young woman
of to-day. esvecially in our cities. So
marked is it that, as a thoughtful
woman whoss life has boen dovoled to
the training of young women observed
to me, even ehorch work has little
charm for many of those who engag:
in it, unlessdone in a kind of theatrical
wWay.

The effect of idloness, too, is to tarn
the thoughts in & morbid degree upon
one’s own condition, to maznily trifling
ailments into grave maladies, and
eventually, by sheer force of the mind's
influence upon the body, to convert the
vigorous, energetic girl into an ioter-
esting invalid. — Womankd

Restoring Faded Ink.

A useful discovery is announced
whereby the faded ink on old parch-
ments may be s0 restored as to render
the writing perfectly legible. The
process consists in moistening the
paper with water and passinz over the
lines of wiiting = brusih. which bas

tongue is like

HEROIC JOHN MILLER.
Carcer of & Hecently Décsased Man Whe
B R

The groatest cxperiemcs of Miller's
1ifo cccurred on the 16th of June, 1853,
when the steamer C. P. Griflith, with:

480 passengors on board, burned to the
water's edge in Lake Erie, off Wil--
lougbby. Nearly every soul on board
was ost iy drowning. The Griffith

was & regular passenger steamer. ply-
ine bLetween Buffalo, Cleveland and
Detroit. A few days bofore the steamer
was lost she had besn laid up for re-
pairs, and every portion of her had
been freshly paintel. On the fatal
night she was coming up from Buffalo,
heavily laden. When off the Chagris
river a fire was discovered in her hold.
Her captain ordered her headed toward
shore. She struck the bar about haif a
mile out, and slowly burned “:E.
The passengers plunged into the lake
and were drowned by hundreds. Miller
was taken to the spot in a tug from this
city. He dived almost comtinuaily for
three days, and recovered nearly three
hundred bodies. Miller could only be
induced to relate this incident occa-
sionally. He often said that visions of
the almost numberless dead lifted from
the waters would somotimes come be-
fore his eves and make h's life misera-
ble. On the 9th of August, 1841, the
Cleveland Boanl of Trade presented
Miller with a valuable gold medal in
recognition of his valor. Mayor Gard-
ner offered the resolution, which was
adopted unanimously. Miller was much
overcome by this act of courtesy, and
wore the medal on the lapel of his coat
ever afterward. The day betore the
presentation Miller rescued a man who
was capsized in a boat near Vermillion,
Miller was near by whon the boat went
over. He plunged into the water and
made straight for the victim. who con'd
not swim a stroke. The terrified man
seized Miller by the arm with a death-
like grip. Both were stfil under water
and both seemed likely todrown. The
old diver gave the man a terrible blow
in the stomach which caused Limto re-
lax his hold. He then scized him by the
hair and swam ashore. Five or six years
ago Paul Boynton eame to Cleveland
ts give an exhibition of his ability to
disport himself in the water. Miller
asked permission to accompany the
party that was ta go out in the boat
with Boynton. and he was allowed to
£o. A heary sea was on, and Boynton’s
cxperiments were only partly success.
ful. Miller, however, gave o startling
exhibition. He dived from the whesls
hounse of the steamer and eame up ealm
and collected on the other side of the
ship. He sprang into the white caps,
lay on his back in the water, remained
under water until almost everyone
thought him dead, and dill many other
almost impossible feats to the groest de-
lightof everybody. In November, 1875, a
little girl fell into the river from Central
Way bridge. Miller was sent for. but
did not reach the spot for overfour
minutes. The little one had rone down
foir the third tiwe, but Miller resened
her and restored her to conscivnsness,
On one oceasion. whilp the old diver
was at Put.in Bay a lady lota eluster
diamond pin, worth $700, fall into the
lake where the water was about cigh-
teen fect deep. Miller went to the bot-
tom a half-dozen times, but finally re-
covered the treasure, anid was rewarded
with a new handred dollar bill. On
July 15, 1853, the seow Louise, of De-
troit. went azround and ecapsized in a
ficrce gale, just outside the harbor. All
of the crew came a:hore save a woman
named Jane Brown, who was left
clutching the m{:m. The lake was
frizhtfully roungh, but Miller went ont
to the ship in = tug. got & line to the
scow, and towed her into deop water.
Then he swam to the scow and rescued
the woman. Two or three yearsago,
when saveral disasters occurred at Put-
in Bay, Miller asked the local authori-
ties if it wonld not be well for him to
go to that island during the excursion
season and do what good he could. He
was persuaded not to go, bat the vol-
untary proposition illustrates his kind-
ness of heart and his menerous nature.

Forforty years he lividl close by the
river and lake. where hisserviges could
be procured on very short notice. Of

the thirty-cight persons he has saved
from drowning nearly all have been
residents of Cleveland. Many fathers
and mothers and many husbands and
wives have gladly acknowledgz <l that
the debt of gratitude due the old diver
was greater than could ever be puid.—
Neveand Leder.
——— e
Lincoln’s Literary Style.

The errors of grammar and construe-
tion which spring invariably from an
effort to avoil redundancy of expres-
sion remained with him through lifi.
e scemed to grudge the space required
for necessary parts of speech.  But his
langungs was at twenty-two, as it was
thirty years later, the simple and manly
attire of his thought, with little attempt
at orpament amd none at disguise.
There was an intermediate time when
he sinn:d in the direction of fine writ-
img; but this ebullition soon pasced
awny, and left that marwelously strong
and transparent style in which his two
inaugurals were written.—Nieolay and.
Hay, in Cenlury,

What It Was Meant For.
“Maria, I wish you would keep still.”
said Brown, trying to write. *Your
Tennyson’s brook, it.
goes on forever.””, -
- ph!"" answered Mrs. B.. indig--
n-nll;. I suppose you think that's a.

“Well. I meantit as m sort of gag.™™
8t Louis Whip.
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